From vein to vein I feel new madness stealing

that stirs my blood with its resurgent flame*
Freedom, farewell; be witness that I'm failing,

April, bright month that bears a heavenly name*
April, that reinfects beyond all healing

the heart diseased, where love, the tyrant, came
lord of my star and life, and set them reeling

with none in all the world to help their shame*
I needs must yield, but by your name I swear,

as the first article of my surrender,
that amorous hearts can no companion bear,

for love, like kings, will suffer no Pretender*
You in my verse reap dream's immortal stuff*
But I, with naught from you, am rich enough*
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